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FROM A PUBLISHER 


BACK IN BLACK 
We wish. Actually, Student Review is in the red, significantly. But we 
are back. That ought to count for something. 

To those who never noticed our absence but refused to pass on 
rumors of SR’s demise, thank you. And to those who did notice our 
absence and yet still kept the faith, thanks even more. It’s been nearly 
two months since an issue of Student Review has been distributed 
throughout Provo and the greater Utah Valley—the longest this nearly. 
eight-year old publication (begun Fall semester 1986) has ever gone 
without a new printing. We intend to never to allow a delay like that to 
happen again. God and donations willing, it won’t. 

There’s something humbling about a close encounter with bank- 
ruptcy, and something thrilling too—nothing can imitate that peculiar 
sense of edgy desperation that comes when you find your bank account 
collapsing, your supporters departing, and your offices locked up 
because the rent is past due. But hey, why dwell on the negative? 
From late night meetings on the curb on University and 500 North to 
early morning runs to the bank, bringing SR back from near death has 
been (dare I say it?) a moral exercise. As any good bishop would tell 
us, we’re better people for it. 

When you last saw us, you may have been reading the now infa- 
mous “football and alcohol” article (SR March 16), which collected and 
put to the test many of the assorted innuendos which surround BYU’s 
athletic program. As readers may recall, all too many of those rumors 
apparently had enough truth to them to survive the light of day—at 
least, enough truth for the article (and the subsequent mysterious 
disappearance of over 3000 copies of the March 16th issue) to gain the 
attention of The Salt Lake Tribune, The Deseret News, The Daily 
Herald, the AP wire, "Fox News at Nine" and innumerable radio 
shows. To those who missed the brouhaha, look for the article to be 
reprinted in our annual Year in Review issue, slated for August 31st. 

Or perhaps the last issue you saw was the light-hearted Humor 
Retrospective (SR April 6), which included favorite funny stuff from 
the early years. If you enjoyed that little taste of humor from the days 
when proto-Yuppies stalked the SWKT, be aware that you'll see more 
more like it in the future, as we slowly sort out our disorganized 
archives and resurrect the best of what came before.Michael Dukakis 
and Gulf War jokes coming up! 

A Publisher's Note like this would be incomplete without, again, a 
heartfelt “thank you” to everyone out there who, however reluctantly or 
enthusiastically, gave time, money, energy and whatever else was 
needed to keep Student Review alive. By that I mean my partners in 
crime, Scott Craig and Nick Zukin, their and my significant others, and 
all our assorted fans (you know who you are): No one ever said that 
putting a weekly student magazine, especially one as frequently 
unpopular with the higher-ups of this community as SR is, would be 
easy. But it sure as heck is fun. 


Sd) ill Ce bt 
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STAFF FOLK OF THE MONTH 


One is hard-pressed to choose a “staff-person" of the month. This 
may be due to the fact that there are so few "persons" involved with 
Student Review at the moment. Then again, perhaps because it is 
now 3:30 am, Wednesday morning, we simply can't remember any 
names at all (including our own). 

So, foremost on the list would be Andrew Christensen. He has 
donated time, copy, wit, and warm Coca-Cola-all the ingredients for 
Pulitzer Prize winning journalism. 

We also would like to extend a vote of thanks to our Section 
Editors, who were short on resistance to our somewhat unethical 
recruiting tactics. 

We need to thank Roger, the kindly and forgiving owner of Com- 
munity Thrift and Relief Store (the thrift store beneath our offices), for 
letting us continue to use the office even though we're ten months 
behind on rent. 

Finally we thank our advertisers. Why? Because they give us 
money. 

If you would like to be a "staff-person" of the month, attend our 
provocative recruitment meeting next week. We'll let you write, edit, 
bake, sell things, speculate on politics, or engage in whatever licit 
pursuit you choose. At worst, you'll get your name in the staff box. At 
best, you could be in absolute control of everything in a couple of 
months. See the ad on page 7 for more information. 


UPB 


_ CD Promrotions 


Dear Editor: é 

__ Tenjoyed the piece in CD 

shopping in the March 9 issue 
of SR. I'd like to offer an 
addition to the list, if I may. 
There is a small.CD. shop 
called Round Sounds in So. 
Cal. that does a reasonable 
mail order business around. 
the world. The owner, Ed 
Wilson, carries the usual 
“alternative” genre and some 
mainstream rock and jazz, but 
he specializes in imports and 
rare viny] releases. Most of 

S his customers are connois- 

_. seurs of the European 

me: “progressive” of “art” rock of 

o the 1970s. 

What makes Round 
Sounds unique is Ed’s 
worldwide network of 
customers who help in 
locating titles and assist in 
trading around the globe. He 
has used as well as new titles, 
laser discs and concert 
videos, and his prices aren’t 
gouging. There hasn’t been 
one obscure title he hasn’t 
been able:to eventually track 

_ down for me. If it has‘ever 
been released on vinyl, CD or 
tape (even eight-track!), Ed 
has a godd chance of locating 
it. Occasionally, Ed pieces 
together a sampler cassette of 
representative titles in a 

. certain genre so you can get 
some idea of what things 
sound like. He evens mails 

© outacatalog once in awhile» 


to people omhis list). 9 » >> 


Round Sounds is located 
at 1219 S. Pacific Hwy., 
Redondo Beach, CA 90277 
and the telephone number is 
(310) 316-0078. Ed will 
answer questions over the 
phone but his phone and hios 
store get pretty busy. If you 
know what you’re looking 
for, the best thing is to call 
and have him send you a 
bunch of order forms. Mail 

order takes a bit longer than 
shopping locally and there 
are some shipping charges, 
but I find that the uniqueness 
of Ed’s offerings, his overall 
prices and the fact that there 
is no sales tax on an-out-of- 
State order more than make 
up for any inconvenience. 


Bob Ghent 
Orem 


WE Don’t Like You 


Dear Editor: 

I just want you to know 
that your “article” on the - 
BYU football team (SR 
March 16) was nothing but 
lies, damn lies and [expletive 
deleted] gossip. It was total 
garbage, and you guys are 
[expletive deleted] for 
running it. As a real BYU 
football fan I can tell you that 
we don’t need this sort of 
[expletive deleted] “‘report- 
ing!” Go screw yourselves 
Review ! 


Anonymous 


| For ANOTHER VIEW... 


Dear Editor: 

Thank goodness somebody 
finally dropped the other shoe and 
printed what everyone has always 
known about BYU athletics: that 
BYU, in its pursuit of a national- 
class team, has made pretty much 
the same sacrifices every other 
university has, and pretending 
that BYU athletes, which come 
out of the same competative high- 
school environment as every other 
college athlete, are different from 
their peers in any way is foolish. 
Way to go Review ! 


Doug Henneshaw 
- Pleasant Grove 


On, It’s A Gioater! 


Dear Editor, if there is one: 

I rejoice at the apparent 
downfall of your pernicious 
publication. When will you 
people learn that when you fight 
the Lord’s University, you are, in 
fact, fighting the Lord Himself? 
The Devil will not support his 
Own, as you and we have seen. 
Indeed, as the true Saints sing, 
“The Wickid [sic] who fight 
against Zion will surely be 
smitten at last!” I hope that 
someone is there to read this-to 
know the true feelings of the 
University community about your 
vile works. 


Anonymous 


LETTERS 


| Love You Mart 


Dear Matt Workman: 

I've written letters. I've sent 
flowers. Why haven't you 
returned my advances. Please, I've 
given you my number. Call me. 
I've prayed, I'm yours. 


Name witheld by SR 


| Love You JAcos 


Dear Mr. Steinem: 

Ihave read with great interest 
and approval your insightful 
reviews of various religious 
publications over the last year, 
and I have to say: we are defi- 
nitely made for each other. Too 
often, as I work what passes for a 
"social scene” here in Utah, I find 
so much casualness in religious 
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things; certainly not the sort of 
serious determinism that is, I 
think, essential for any family to 
truly find the help of God in their 
lives. Don't you think so? I would 
love to speak to you about it more 
seriously, but I've never been able 
to get in touch with you. I go to 
what I assume are your usual 
hang-outs (the JSB lounge, the 
4th floor of the HBLL), but I can't 
find you. Of course, I don't even 
know what you look like! And 
your name isn't in the BYU 
Directory. Is Jacob an assumed 
name? I would understand if it is: I 
often feel a need to hide my true 
identity around here as well. But, 
if you don't mind, in all serious- 
ness, I'd really like to meet you. 
Please? My e-mail address is 
included. Thanks. 


Juliet 


: Barbara Walters 
0 of Come, Come 


‘Home 


the Sunstone 


55-5926: FAX 801/346 aute 206, Salt Lake City, 


043. 
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Campus LIFE 


“EXCUSE ME, WHERE'S THE TOAST AISLE?” 


oI figured it was time to integrate healthier food 

into my diet after some life-altering experiences. 

The first one came at Denny's last month. Despite 
the fact that I’m a member of a racial minority (I’m 
Swiss) I’ve always been able to get a seat at Denny’s. I 
had placed my regular order of a grilled cheese sandwich 
and a yummy chocolate shake when the waitress gave me 
a sad look. “You don’t cook at all, do you?” I was taken 
back by the statement, but I couldn’t deny it’s truthful- 
ness. Before this stranger knocked me out of my little 
world, I was pleased that I had recently started drinking 
that tasty health food we call Gatorade. Now I was forced 
to examine my eating habits and to seriously consider if 
this waitress should get anything for a tip. 

Another experience came at Smith’s about a week ago. 


I was in the checkout line with a few essentials, a six-pack 


of Charmin and a jumbo size Nestle Crunch bar. The 
checkout lady gave me the same sad look I saw at 
Denny’s a few weeks previous and said, “Well, it looks 
like you’re gearing up for an evening of big fun.” Being 
from New York, I was used to sarcasm in the service 
industry, but her words seemed to cut a little closer than 
usual. I realized that I couldn’t remember the last time I 
had been grocery shopping. I knew that it had been at 
least a year and a half since I cooked a meal for myself. 

Things looked as if they couldn’t get any more 
depressing. All of the sudden, I turned 25. Then it sunk in. 
I was the ultimate bachelor. I got almost allofmy 
‘hutrition after midnight at fast food establishments, I was 
on a first name basis with all the employees of Pizza Hut, 
and Screaming Yellow Zonkers had become an acceptable 
meat substitute. I knew it was time to get off the train. If 
something wasn’t done soon, I would find myself in the 
morgue, or Young Special Interest Group. And neither 
sounded very appealing. 

It was at that moment that I knew what I had to do. I 
had to go grocery shopping, no matter what the cost. The 
cost turned out to be about $4.75. What many of you may 
not realize is that grocery shopping is not like nding a 
bike. You can’t stop for a long time and then just start 
back up and remember everything. There are also no gears 
on a shopping cart and you look really stupid if you wear 
a helmet. My point is that shopping is no picnic, it’s war. 
Well, maybe not war, but itis confusing. 

My trip to Smith’s left me totally bewildered. I spent 
hours aimlessly wandering up and down the aisles trying 
to remember which “normal people foods” I liked to eat. I 
found that I had forgotten the ingredients to toast as well 
as the secret formula that makes chocolate milk brown. I 
was not a pretty sight. It was like the first day of junior 
high school, but I no longer had puberty as an excuse for 
looking so stupid. I half-expedited Karen Bayless to pop 
out from behind the shredded wheat and say, “Hey, nerd 
face, Mrs. Linder says if you miss one more day of her 
class she’s going to flunk you again.” I was beginning to 
think this whole grocery idea was not so swell. Just when 
I was about to turn around and flee with what was left of 
my dignity, I realized something very important. My 
roommate had given me $2 and instructions to get him 
some milk and a Twix bar. If I came home without these 
items, he would probably beat me up and call me names 
like poop head. (I was still having junior high hallucina- 
tions at the time.) 

So back into the store I slinked. As if by some miracle, 
I found the milk. I was so encouraged by the experience 
that I thought I should try to find some foodstuffs for 
myself. After another hour or so, I strolled out with a loaf 

of bread, a stick of butter, and American cheese. A call 
home revealed that those were the ingredients for a grilled 
cheese sandwich. I stood in the checkout line with pride: I 
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What's Up witH THE REVIEW? 


BY SAMM KANON 


t had been over a month since the last issue and 

people kept coming up to me saying, “Sam, 

what’s up with the Review?” I would usually 
offer my standard response to any puzzling ques- 
tion—” Your mom.” But this didn’t seem to satisfy 


anyone, including myself. I, too, wondered what was 


up with the Review. What had happened to the 
weekly meetings? Why had my editors stopped 
calling me? Why had someone changed the locks at 
Student Review headquarters? Where were all my 
friends and family? Why was I hearing strange 
voices and wetting my bed? 

As a concerned member of the Student Review 


“family, I set out to find some 


answers. I':probed the’streets of 
Provo. I combed even the seediest 
joints to find someone who would 
talk. I didn’t have any idea what I 
was getting into. After convincing 
some of my informants that I wasn’t 
with Standards or any telemarketing 
service, they started to sing. Frankly, 
what I found out was startling. SR’s 
absence from the stands was only the 
tip of the iceberg, according to some 
stories. I don’t know that I could repeat all that I 
leamed, but here’s a taste of a few of the theories I 
heard: 

Theory #1: Student Review had actually been 
printing weekly as per usual, but bundles of papers 
were mysterious disappearing from the stands as 
soon as they were delivered. Two months worth of 
back issues were discovered, however, in a grassy 
knoll on the northwest comer of the Botany Pond 
area. One informant claimed that the same people 
responsible for stealing these bundles also buried 
still-alive SR columnist Matt Workman beneath the 
floorboards of the Madison Square Garden. All this 
in an attempt to assure the demise of the Review. 
While there seems to be substantial proof of the 
thieving conspiracy, I believe Matt to be under the 
Garden by his own free will. 

Theory #2: The bulk of the Student Review staff, 
including last semester’s editors-in-chief, Scott 
Whitmore and Nick Zukin, had been gone on a two- 
month retreat sponsored by Christian Youth for 
Fresh-Sliced Subs. The inspiration-based, motiva- 


CONTINUED... — 


Wuere's THE TOAST? 


tion-oriented program seemed to be the shot in the 
arm that the fatigued journalists needed. I just wish 
someone had told me about it. I like Fresh-Sliced 
Subs. 

Theory #3: I spoke to a group of intellectuals at a 
Pleasant Grove think tank who believe that the April 
and May issues of Student Review were actually 
published. However, the quality of the paper was so 
good that both issues were translated instantly—first 
into Hebrew, then into a series of clicks and whistles 
understood only by dolphins. 

Theory #4: The usual press used to publish 
Student Review caught fire one night and was 
damaged beyond repair. Although 
-arson. has not been ruled out as a. 
possible cause, most of my infor- 
mants believe that the SR’s “Women 
of Tingey Hall” swimsuit special 
was so sizzling hot that the news- 
print actually reached its combus- 
tion point. Fortunately, the use of 
another press was offered by an 
anonymous donor on the condition 
that the Review proceed with its. , 

. plans to run a “‘Men of Cneniys 


Life” aeons sometime. this summer. 


Theory #5: A surprising number of people I 
talked to seemed to feel that the SR editors were just 
sick of me. Apparently my writing had caused the 
last three publishers to quit and was the number one 
cause of depression among copyeditors. The Review 
simply found it easier to shut down the entire paper 
than to keep coming up with excuses like, “No, Sam, 
we loved your article on ‘The Best Places to Urinate 
on Campus,’ it just didn’t fit the theme of this 
week’s issue.” Well, I guess I fooled them, I 
submitted this piece under a different spelling of my 
name and they didn’t even notice it was me. 

Which theory do I believe? I believe them all, 
especially the last one. But that’s not important right 
now, what’s important is that Student Review is 
back. Then I guess you know that already. I guess, 
though, if SR hadn’t been gone for such a long while 
I wouldn’t have had anything to write about. So I 
should probably congratulate the Review for its 
unpredictable nature, after all. 


was buying real food. Yahoo for me! The checkout lady looked at my cart and said, “Well, it looks as if 
you're gearing up for an evening of big fun.” Drats! Perhaps I shouldn’t have taken her quite so seriously the 


first time. 


Now these fine food items have found a home in my fridge, where they have remained untouched for a 
week. I imagine they will go bad in a few more weeks and I’ll have to go buy some more. So if you’re in 
Smith’s next month and some skinny guy asks you where the toast aisle is, humor him, he means well. 

The proceeding story was based on actual events. However, the character of Roommate is a composite of 


every person who has ever beaten up Mr. Woz. 


and called nim a poop head. No correlation between 


this character and current roommates should be sneer 
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~ Get Smart—Get NAKED 
BY MICHELLE Moore — 


, é ou’ve had that dream—probably more than you’d like to admit. You know, the one where you’re in 

a public place, maybe giving a speech or something, and suddenly you realize that you’re com- 

pletely naked. You look out at your audience, which may include such people as your high school 
principal, scout leader, Dione Warwick, the Pope...and you have no clothes on. You are aghast. You could 
have sworn that you got dressed this morning. You are so humiliated, you begin to wheeze. Then you wake 
up. 

I’ve had this dream so often that I had to consult my psychological and spiritual guru, Cosmopolitan 

_Magazine. This forum of analytical insight revealed to me truths about my latent sexuality and potentially 
dangerous tendencies that gave me hours of mirthful entertainment. Seriously, though, the truth is that these 
dreams are nothing to be ashamed of. Think: how were you born? NAKED. How do you shower? NAKED. 
: eae) A ragaleg = When are you most comfortable? IN SOFT MUD. It’s 
: time to rethink our conventions, my friends... 

The sad fact is, most people are painfully uncomfort- 
able with their nudity. This is all wrong. Don’t be afraid 
to subject people to the sight of your unclad body—who 
said that they liked your face? 

Another major problem is that people mistakenly 
equate nudity with eroticism. How silly that is. Nudity is 
not a rite of seduction, but an act of liberation. It’s a 
cathartic gesture of, you know, shedding. Nudity should 
be celebrated for its sheer sensory pleasure. Admit it— 
there’s no sensation more blissful than swimming naked. 
And how about jogging naked? Or rolling in.the grass 
without any clothes on? Filling out insurance forms in 

G sce p the buff? Grouting tile in your birthday suit? Operating 
heavy machinery unclothed? You never know until you try just how much you can enhance these routinely 
mundane activities by eliminating the barriers between you and the atmosphere. Nudity is not to be scorned; 


it is to be celebrated. Alas, there are. so few who have recognized these truths. But these few do exist; 
because, gentle readers, there are people who can’t keep their clothes on. 

- Take Andrew Martinez, for example. Better known as The Naked Man, this undergraduate student at 
U.C. Berkeley drew mass attention with his refusal to wear anything to school except his backpack and 
sandals. Berkeley administrators tried to take action against him when they realized that the school had no 
dress code. So they instantly manufactured one stating that students had to wear clothes to school. But the 


deed was done. 


Then there’s my boyfriend. We had been courting for a whopping three days when he first got naked in 
front of me. We were sitting in his room and he grabbed a towel, dropped his pants and sprinted for the 
shower, his white buttocks flexing in the wind, leaving me there staring at a plastic blow-up pelican hanging 
from the ceiling rafters, wondering what I had gotten into. He views nudity as his birthright. I don’t argue. 

My friend K— (not his real name) said: “Whenever I get naked, everyone around me instantly becomes 


happy.” 
There you go.» t DREVSG OS 


OSHA 


So the next time you plan that FHE activity, throw the finger paints away and introduce your group to the. 


art of body paint. Eat a jelly donut naked. When the red filling falls on your navel, smile and think about the 
stain you don’t have to remove from an absent shirt. If you’re naked long enough, you won’t have to do 

- laundry. Next time you form a study group, tell your classmates to bring their books and leave their clothes. 
You will not believe how clear and lucid the conversation will be. 

Of course there are limits. You wouldn’t want to be naked at, say, a press conference. And you might not 
want to show up without clothes to a job interview. Understand your boundaries, but expand your horizons. 
Turn the tables on shame, and your life will never be the same. 

Editorial disclaimer: “This article was written for entertainment purposes only. Any injuries or fatalities 
resulting from, say, taking up the author's suggestion to ‘operate heavy machinery unclothed’ will be the 
sole responsibility of the exhibitionist pervert in question, though the Student Review reserves the right to 


publish lurid photographs with snide captions.” 


Why I CAN'T SLEEP 


JOHN SMITH 


leep—a euphoric practice in which most of us 
indulge as often as possible. The question is 


why? From a gospel perspective we come to 
earth to learn obedience, to grow from our mistakes, 
and to try to leam as much as possible in less than a 
hundred years about ourselves and who we really 
‘are. So, why do we need sleep? It’s kind of like an 
insurance bonus I think. The Lord knew we couldn’t 
handle constant trial and tribulation, so he gave us 
the opportunity to vacate our consciousness. 

With this conscious vacation we lose one third of 
our time, so how can we best utilize our sleep? Why 
can’t we ever get enough sleep? And why does it 
seem that we always want to sleep at the most 
inopportune times? 

- In this striving for insomnia I find that there are 
uncrossable bounds. Certain classes make sleep 
avoidance impossible. Physics 221, for example. It 
seems that most classes here at BYU inspire a 
propensity towards drowsiness. Maybe its just the 
unavailability of caffiene on BYU’s campus, but I 
think there is more to it than that. Most classes here 
have rigid, uncomfortable chairs that induce slouch- 
ing in even the most “posture aware” individual. 
Most of the classrooms are just light enough for the 
teacher to read his notes and dark enough to see an 
overhead projector. Most of the classes take place at 
obnoxious hours. Either at eight in the moming 


(where you spend just enough energy to get out of 
bed and crawl into your seat only to fall asleep again 
and druel on your neighbor’s shoulder) or at noon 
(where the post-lunch heaviness of your twilight- 
zone sandwich causes you to slump into digestive 
elysium and lose all desire to concentrate on 
something as useful as a lambda phages genetic 
structure). 

So with all of these opportunities to sleep during 
the day, why do I need to sleep at night, when I can 
spend my time so usefully thinking about what I’m 
going to do when I’m finally done with school? 
What am I going to do if I can ever find someone to 
marry me? Why are most nursery rhymes sadistic? 
Why do we forget things? How am I going to pay 
my credit card bill? Why is my roomate not home at 
4:30am? Why do] tend to make the same mistakes 
over and over again? Why is my wallet is always 
empty? How can I overcome my Ben and Jerry’s 
adiction? Why did Eve eat the fruit and what was in 
it for the serpent? Why do women beg for equaltiy 
and still want the guy to pay for dinner? Why do the 
wonder twins scare me?.... If you are suffering from 
sleep dillemas or just want someone to stay awake 
with, we are here for you. The “Student Review 
Insomnia Hotline” is available for those of you who 
want to pointlessly ramble to a non-caring ear at any 
time during the night-377-2980. 
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Issues & OPINIONS 


“\— Watts CouLD SPEAK...” 


By JEREMY PICKENS (WITH THANKS TO Feucity HAMILTON) 


ave you ever heard of Sankt 
H Pélten? Most likely you haven’t. If 

you’ve been to Austria and 
traveled from Salzburg to Vienna, your 
train even stopped for a minute in this 
medium-sized city, but you hardly took 
notice. There isn’t much going on in 
Pélten, and not much of a reason to linger. 

Yet within walking distance of the 
Station, through the stone-inlayed streets of 
the old city, is a small cluster of baroque- 
styled buildings that surround an 800 year- 
old courtyard. The current buildings 
surrounding this courtyard, the 
“Léwenhof”, were built some 400 years 
ago. One section of an outer wall is made 
of the gravestone of a 13th century knight, 
instead of bricks. Whatever nearby 
graveyard that stone came from has been 
forgotten, long since covered by streets and 
other buildings. Yet the gravestone in the 
wall still serves to remind the city of their 
rich heritage. 

Nestled into every available nook is 
either an apartment or some local busi- 
nesses: a ticket office, a laundromat, a 
lady’s fashion store. For eight months of 
my life, a small attic apartment overlooking 
this courtyard was my home. “If the walls 
could only speak, what stories would they 
have to tell?” I often thought. 

On the other hand, have you ever heard 
of Provo? Most <eople probably haven’t. If 
you’ ve been through Utah, you might or 
might not have noticed this medium-sized 
city. There seems to always be something 
going on, yet many still search for reasons 
to convince themselves to linger. 

Within walking distance of the of the 
old city center was a building, half a 
century old, located on the BYU campus. 
This building—the old JSB—no longer 


LASTING PEACE ON A PATCH OF SAND: A SUGGESTION 


stands; it has been torn down. The 
groundbreaking for the original JSB took 
place on Founder’s Day, October 16, 
1939. Construction of the building took 
two years, and was greatly furthered by 
large amounts of volunteer work. BYU 
students donated about 4,500 sweat-hours, 
and much of the work was also done by 
volunteers from the wards around Utah 
Valley. 

At the time of construction, there was 
an old sugar factory in Lehi that had 
discontinued its operations. The factory 
was demolished, the bricks were cleaned 
by the Welfare Program, and sent to BYU 
to be used in the construction of the new 
building. “It was of interest to note,” wrote 
Superintendent Karl Miller, “that some of 
the masons who donated their labor on this 
[JSB construction] Welfare Plan were the 
same masons who had built the sugar 
factory in the church project in Lehi fifty 
years before. To quote from the Dedica- 
tion Souvenir, “Those three 75 year-old 
Lehi Masons can, with other ward 
contributors and the Brigham Young 
University men, look upon this building 
with a sense of pride, and thrill with 
satisfaction that something out of them- 
selves went into the magnificent struc- 
ture. 

Completion of the building came late in 
the Fall of 1941. At that time, winter was 
threatening and crews were desperately 
trying to lay the asphalt road around the 
JSB before the bad weather. The Univer- 
sity also had several other projects that 
needed to be finished, and the only way to 
schedule time for use of the needed - a 


equipment for the JSB was to work on ~~ 


Sunday. “There was no other way,” wrote 
Karl Miller. Therefore, “Sunday arrived 


By Davip Harris (ROVING CORESPONDENT) 


topic which was of particular interest to me at the time, since I had just returned to 


S everal years ago, I sat in a Sunday school class as we discussed the Holy Land, a 


' the United States from a six-month study abroad program in Jerusalem. At one 
point, one of the young men in attendance raised his hand to state his opinion that only 
crazy people would spend so much time and energy fighting over what he considered to 


be a worthless little patch of sand. 


He was merely trying to point out the absurdity of killing in order to gain control of 
religious sites when the very purpose of religion is to reconcile human beings with their 
fellowmen and with God. And his point was well-made. What he didn’t consider, 
however, was that for many people, both Palestinians and Israelis, this is the only place 
they have, and if they don’t fight to keep it, they will be forever refugees at the mercy of 
foreign governments: some cruel, some kind, and some just plain indifferent. 

Now, with the massacre at the Abrahimi Mosque in Hebron still fresh in our minds, it 
occurs to me that it’s time to speak out against the insanity of illegal settlements like 
Kiryat Arba, which are nothing but enclaves of a new American colonialism that is 


slowly reaching out to engulf an entire nation. 


It is clear to me that no man or woman of sound mind would choose to raise his or her 
family in the hazardous conditions that exist in the West Bank and Gaza today if there 
were an alternative. There are Palestinians whose roots are there and who have little or no 
Opportunity to emigrate, even if they wanted to. And there are Jews that come from the 
former Soviet Union and other countries with little knowledge of what awaits them there 
or what alternatives they might have to settling on occupied land that will eventually have 
to be vacated in order to comply with international law. These groups have my sympathy. 

Then there are American Jews who come, it seems, as if to summer camp, holding 
onto their American passports against the day when they may tire of the constant dangers 
facing a people who steal water and land and other vital resources from their neighbors, 
or a day when they simply grow weary of life on the dole, subsidized by Western 
governments and other generous philanthropists to ends that no rational human being can 


pretend to comprehend. 


These people have more freedom and more rights, more safety and more e security in 
America than perhaps in any other country on the face of the globe. Yet they feel 
compelled to go and place themselves and their children at risk in a land where the 
dispossessed native inhabitants have a legitimate right to be taking up arms against them. 
But the worst of it is they offer the Arabs yet one more reason to despise America and our 


infuriating double-standards. 


It is my firm belief that we must act now to sever the ties between the United States 
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and several cars came to the campus from 
Salt Lake City, which included some 
general authorities of the LDS auxiliary 
organizations. It happened to be a local 


confereace of some kind held in the Smith ; 


Building, and the theme of the conference 
was ‘Keeping the Sabbath Day Holy.’” 
“The city crews were all working and I 
was on the tractor pulling the land-leveler,” 
continues Miller, “when someone stopped 
me and asked if I knew it was Sunday and 
the Sabbath Day. I said, “You drove from 
Salt Lake this morning and you will have to 
return today?’ He said, ‘Yes.’ I said, ‘That 
means you will be driving about 100 miles 
today at 60 miles per hour, which is not too 
safe and on the highway. I am driving a 
tractor at about 3 to 4 miles per hour, and if 
I drive five hours it would only be about 20 
miles. Now, we are both doing our duty, 
which one of us is breaking the Sabbath 
Day? He didn’t answer but walked to his 
meeting. [BYU] President Harris informed 
the congregation about the entire situation.” 
Dedication took place on October 16, 
1941, exactly two years after 
groundbreaking. Speaking at the occasion, 
President David O. McKay expressed his 
gratitude for “[this] beautiful edifice, this 
temple of leaming—a joy in architecture, 
ideal in adaptability and utility, so signifi- 
cantly named the Joseph Smith [Memorial] 
Building.” The name was unanimously 
agreed upon by the Board of Trustees. 
From the beginning, the JSB had a 
variety of functions. In a March 1993 
Student Review article, Humanities Profes- 
sor Karl Sandberg, a BYU student during 


- “the mid-50’s, remembered the old J. SB as < 
“thé social and intellectual center of campus 
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government and American passport holders living in illegal Israeli settlements. After all, 
how can we be considered a truly disinterested party in the peace por ee our wa 
citizens are among the obstacles to such a peace? 

I believe a grace period of one year should be extended to such individuals forte? 


... with its light brick and white cast stone, — 
and dynamic lines rising up tothe moun- 
tains. People ate inthe cafeteriainits — 
basement, attending English and religion 
classes in its classrooms, went to church, — 
assemblies, devotionals, and concerts in i 
auditorium, and danced in its ballroom.” - 
The building also had other features. 
The steeple was a clock tower, andin the — 
lounge one could find a fireplace. In 1953, 
a snack bar, the “Cougareat,” was added.to 
the cafeteria. The Art Departmenthadan 
exhibit room for its displays. Speaking at — 
the 1941 dedication, President Franklin S. 
Harris said, “Every day people who come 
here say that they have never seen a 
building better suited for the purposes for 
which it would be used. Last night we had 
the leading artists of the state at a dinner in 
the building to view paintings of the 
University, and they spoke of the building 
as one of the most beautiful they had ever 
seen.” 
In a February 1992 BYU Today article, 
Religion Professor Richard Cowan, who 
taught in the JSB for 30 years, described 
some of the other changes that took place — 
over the years. In 1949, “anew pipe organ | 
was provided in the Joseph Smith Building. 
President Heber J. Grant had personally 
made a donation toward [this] new organ ... 
At that time the famed instrument in the 
Salt Lake Tabernacle was extensively 
rebuilt, and much of the old organ, includ 
ing some pipes originally created by : 
pioneer organ builder J Osepls Ridges, was 
brought to the BYU campus.” These pipes - 
were assimilated and a inthe new. — 


which time they would be required to decide whether they desire to remain in the Occupied ‘ 


Territories or return to the United States. After the year is up, their passports will be 


revoked and traferred to eligible Palestinians who would otherwise have no alternative but 3 


to stay and suffer under a military government that takes Palestinian lives on a daily basis. 
I don’t wish to imply that every Palestinian would immigrate to the States if the option 
were open to him or her, but it seems clear that some would jump at the chance toescape 
from an exhausting situation that shows few signs of ever improving. And why should they — 
be any less eligible for this opportunity simply because they have never held an American 3 


passport? 


In addition, we must immediately cut off any and all government aid earmarked for 
Israel until concrete steps have been taken to dismantle all the settlements and to more 
justly distribute the available water in the region between all deserving parties. 

I see no reason why it should be i.1 our interest to do anything less. Are we worried 
about losing an ally in the region? An ally who was nothing by a liability to us during 
therecent Gulf War? An ally who, as has been convincingly demonstrated, deliberately 
bombed the American destroyer Lib..rty in 1967? An ally who continues to stand in the 
way of good relations, economic and otherwise, with a vast portion of global markets? 

The time has come for us to realize that the Israelis con stand up for themselves. 
Indeed, they are quickly becoming the most sought-after trainers of drug cartels and other — 
Third World organizations, instructing them in the art of guerrilla warfare and assassina- 
tion. They have a healthy weapons industry that markets its products all over the world. In 
short, they are not the dismal wretches that Leon Uris and the like portray in their romantic — + 
tales of exiled Jews struggling against all odds. Anyone who has visited the Occupied z 
Territories and seen the Israeli Defense Forces in action can attest to this. : 

I have nothing against Israel. It is a country with interests and aspirations just like any 
other. But I feel it is high time we used the political clout that we as the only remaining 


superpower possess to stop the illegal occupation of the West Bank and Gaza and solve the ‘ 


problems dividing Israel and the Arab World once and for all. It is the right thing todoand 
% 


it is very much in our interest to do it now. 


David faxed this in from the University of Jordan at Amman where he isa visiting _ 
fellow under the sponsorship of the Mellon Foundation. He isa BYU graduate and Ph.D 
candidate in Arabic and Linguistics at Georgetown University. 
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WHERE SEAGULLS FEAR TO TREAD: 
A Dark ALLEGORY 


BY ANDREW CHRISTENSEN 


his is the story of the greatest cliff 
in all of the world. It sits ina 

remote corner of the earth, consid- 
ered by many to be a peculiar focal point of 
energies. This greatest of all cliffs is miles 
high, the ground below obscured by height 
and fear and mists, though the sound of 
water can be heard echoing up from below. 
It sits there, looming against the void 
which supports it, as it has presumably sat 
for eons. With grassy head and white rocky 
face, it’s jaw seems set sternly against the 
emptiness of the void, which, in tur} hangs 
as if oblivious between cloudy top and 
watery bottom, utterly empty—hollow. 
That’s what the western eye will tell you, 
though it might guess at it’s dimensions. 
The tribal people that live in the regions 
surrounding have a longer story to tell. 

According to their legend, a now- 
vanished tribe once lived along side the 
cliff. Originally, a small colony of would- 
be gurus had lived next to the cliff, off a bit 
from the edge. For many centuries they 
lived there. Nothing is certain about their 
ways and habits toward the beginning of 
their occupation of that spot, but we know 
that in later centuries they addressed the 
cliff in various fashions. They danced at it 
and yelled at it. They started rumors about 
it and tried to light it on fire with magic 
arrows, spells, and persuasion. 

Their arrows just blew away. In 
frustration, they began to claim that it 
wasn’t even actually there, and tried to 
teach the non-guru villagers accordingly. 


Every few months, however; someone of ~ 


them would get uneasy. He or she would 
rise from meditation, look around sheep- 
ishly, and run off leaping—screamilig:into 
the nothingness. They would twirl and spin 


and blow off out of sight. And then their 
tent would disappear. 

All of this duplicity cost the gurus a 
good deal of respect in the eyes of the other 
villagers, but that’s something they could 
deal with. If the cliff itself was not, issues 
of authority, at least, seem to have been 
within the realm of guru touch. 

Which was probably a good thing, 


because society gradually grew away from . 


the cliff. Someone found a waterfall off a 
distance away from the guru village, 
opposite the cliff, and someone else built a 
tremendous inn there. Once the inn was 
completed, bars and markets opened up as 
well. Massive marketplaces soon followed, 
to allow mingling with other peoples from 
places newly discovered. Great towers for 
shouting and parlors for meeting sprung up. 
There was great noise and uproar. New 
stories were told. New artists sold their 
visions. New hopes and fears set them- 
selves in the villagers’ hearts. 

The cliff and the void, and people’s 
thoughts about them, became an occasional 
mind flash or a topic of barroom debate. 

Many of the gurus, in fact, stopped 
facing and visiting the cliff. They turned 
new doors open to face the new village and 
the dance halls. They polished their brass 
furnishings and fresh painted the claws of 
the new statues of the Great Winged Lions 
with Stormy Eyes that now graced their 
village-side doorways. (Some old guru had 
vaguely remembered having heard some- 
thing once, in a dream or maybe near a 
tower, about some such creature which 
dwells in the void. Good thing, too—he 
remembered just in time to initiate a work 
project to craft the Lions’ likeness on the 
temple grounds, which managed to renew 


interest in the guru temple, and replenish 
the rapidly dwindling trickle of visiting 
villagers. The dance halls, as it turned out, 
agreed to sell a couple of their old strobe 
lights to the gurus, who fiddled with them a 
bit and managed to produce a fairly 
spectacular illumination on the lions...) 
Many villagers and even guru-priests 
were convinced that the void was not there. 
At this point the legends about this lost 
tribe get very detailed, which is probably a 
sign of fabrication, but for whatever it’s 
worth, here it goes: A boy priest named 
Moon-shadow walked his animals by the 
cliff. He loved the cliff, and stared daily 
into the void. He was an excellent listener. 
He was an excellent learner. He heard 
voices in the wind of the void. He found 
scraps of paper, notes, and journals in 
ancient tongue, buried under rocks and 
bushes. They were the notes of the an- 
cients, from before the dancers and arrow- 
shooters. They were the notes of ancients 
who had spent their days at cliff’s edge in 
contemplation, who saw the detail of the 
void. They saw the reflections of them- 
selves and all time in the space beyond the 
cliff. They were those who saw to the 
heart. . .and then flew to be one with it. 
One day Moon-shadow almost flew. 
Light-catcher, chief priest of the guru 
temple, withdrew to the uppermost 
chambers of the temple’s pinnacle and 
became as if dead. 
The void rumbled. 
_ Moon-shadow finished his chores and _ 
said his prayers. He walked-across the - 
temple courtyard amidst a massive down- 


~ pour of rain. The courtyard sand became a 


murky mirror of the underside of tourist 
umbrellas. A photo-journalist took a 


picture of Moon-shadow, the little guru 
boy, as his dusty, hand-sewn robe darkened 
and clung to his young body, as he climbed 
the pavilion stairs. 

Moon-shadow tumed to face him. He 
watched some children splashing in the 
rain. He saw young lover-boys tell the 
secrets of the Stormy Eyed Lions to the 
young lover girls. He watched for a very 
long time. He remembered the whispers of 
those ancients who were one with the void, 
and he ran inside the temple. 

Light-catcher’s body shook, and the 
temple shook, and the dance halls and 
markets and factories rambled. His body 
shed a tear, opening the eyes of the soul 
and freeing his spirit to fly. He sped out of 
the inner chamber and over the pavilion to 
the outside village. Moon-shadow clasped 
him, in spirit, as he flew by, and fell to his 
knees to witness in vision. They sped over 
the forest and into the depths of the cause 
and effect cities below. A chuming void 
was everywhere. It grew in the streets. It 
gaped open in the galleries. Men’s senses 
were distorted in it’s grasp. It pulled and 
pushed. It angered and grew. It smelt of life 
and sounded like man, and here and there it 
glimmered brightly as it twisted. 

Light-catcher and Moon-shadow wept. 
They flew over all of this and witnessed. — 
They descended upon it. Screaming to the 
jugglers and merchants, they wept. 

Here and there a tower fell. 

In the temple their bodies shook. = 

And then it all came tumbling down, I 
guess. Nobody-knows. That's the end of. 
the legend. In any case, the ruins are pretty 
cool. 


Mission LEGENDS 


BY SLOANE SIMS 


oO me, one of the most fascinating things about Judaism is its open canon. At the 
foundation, of course, Jewish scripture rests on the Torah. Over the centuries, 
however, a complex history of commentary and rabbinical writings have accumu- 
lated around this core of scripture, and these supplementary writings have become 
scripture themselves. This allows for a complex and interwoven holy writ with all kinds 
of interpretations, parables, fables, analyses, etc. running alongside the word of God. 
Cool. 

Well, don’t be jealous. We are certainly not without our own blossoming young open 
canon or Oral Torah ourselves. There’s plenty of whispered doctrine and lore among us 
that may well be the subject of Church Educational System texts in 2094, and Bruce R. 
McConkie the Fourteenth will have plenty to write a new concordance about. 

This article will focus on just one special little nook of church lore, namely, “Mission 
Legends.” Missions and missionary apartments are a burgeoning petri dish for many 
things, including stories iike those that follow, which can be found in missions across the 
globe, from Tennessee to Tierra del Fuego: 

1. “Mormons have Horns”- I’ve heard this one about a hundred times everywhere 
from seminary to sacrament meeting talks. It’s very simple. Elder Jones (always an 
intimate friend of the story teller) goes to a door and knocks. A frightened woman 
answers, and talks with them but is slow to warm up. Eventually she admits that she has 
been told that Mormons are born with horns, which they must periodically file down so 
they won’t show. Elder Jones says, “Yes, of course we do, do you want to feel the 
stumps?” She timidly replies that she does. He bends over and instructs her to rub the 
sides of his head. “Do you feel anything?” he asks. “No,” she replies. “Nothing at all?” he 
asks again. “No,” she answers. ‘‘Not even a little bit stupid?” he asks. 

Score: 5. Lousy BRT skills. That sarcasm at the end is NOT appropriate according to 
any missionary guide I’ve ever séen. Besides, for being told so often, this.story hasn’t 
evolved enough twists. By now I would expect her to actually feel some sanded down 
stumps made out of cardboard or something, and then his head should spin around and he 
should bite her on the neck. 

2. “Evil Healing”— This one circulates in Asian missions, especially Japan, where a 
large number of strange new churches are said to be springing up. One such church sends 

out “missionaries” which cast spells and do blessings, by evil power. The story begins 
when an elder or sister ..eaks a leg in a bike crash, and a member of one of these strange 
churches, who happened to be walking nearby, comes and “blesses” them. The leg is 
iealed, but the elder or sister is troubled by a dark feeling, and is unable to pray. They 
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notify their mission president, who comes and gives them a proper blessing, and exercises 
the evil influence. The leg breaks again during the blessing, but the evil feeling is gone. 

Score: 8. Spooky. 

3. “Eight Cow Woman”— Some missions require the missionaries to eat hot wheat or 
bran cereal every moming for breakfast. One legend tells of a couple of sisters who try to 
find a cheaper source of the wheat than they have been using, and stumble across some- 
place that will sell the grain in bulk for a good price. They make a deal, and begin to eat’ 
the new stuff. After five or six weeks, they have gained a lot of weight, gotten really hairy, 
and their voices are gruff...because the grain is intended as livestock feed, and is laced 
with beef steroids. 

Score: 10. Between five dinner appointments a day and risks like this one, who can 
blame those who come home with more than their testimonies expanded? 

4. “Road Trip”— This is one of my favorites. The basic idea is that some Elder or sister 
in the mission has some talent or skill, like athletics, and they leave the mission bound- 
aries to go compete in a tournament in another city. Problem is, they win, and their picture 
is in the sports section of the newspaper all over the region. The mission president sees 
It... ; 
Score: 6. Not impossible, but not fascinating. Now, if the elder were working nights as 
a bartender, and his old deacon’s quorum advisor is working there as an undercover cop... 

5. “A Uvula Specialist...who makes House Calls!”— I’m not about to suggest that 
missionaries sometimes display a childlike immaturity and fascination with immorality, 
but this story seems to circulate with some curious staying power. The setting is usually 
some small two-man district in a fairly large backwater city on the outskirts of the 
mission. This is a city that seems like it ought to have a bigger branch and more elders. 
The story is that the missionary apartment is unfortunately located next door to the home. 
of some prostitutes. One elder wakes up in the middle of the night.to find a woman seated 
on his sleeping companion’s chest, feeding him mandarin oranges as he sleeps. Usually 
about then the mission president calls. 

Score: 4. Yawn. 

6. “Say it isn’t so”— This one usually takes place in Africa. The way I heard it was this: 
Some elders are walking down a dusty road, and they are held up at knife point. The thief, 
angry that the elders have so little money, insists also that they give him their watches, etc. 
The thief runs away, just as some of the local branch members drive by in their Jeep. They 
see what has happened, chase the thief, and run him over. After driving back and forth 
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ee Brigham Challenges the . 
Saints: Volume 13 of the Collected 
_ Works of Hugh Nibley. Don E. Norton 

_ and Shirley S. Ricks, eds. 556 pages. 

_ Deseret Book Company and the Founda- 

_ tion for Ancient Research and Mormon 

Studies, 1994. 


- Reviewep By JACOB STEINEM 
s 


his, the thirteenth, volume of Hugh 
' Nibley’s collected works gathers 
together a number of provocative 


~ papers and speeches dealing (to a greater or 


_ lesser extent—often lesser) with Brigham 
- Young. Nibley, however, does not make 
_ direct attempts at reconstructing a “histori- 
_ cal Brigham,” but rather wields the 
prophet’s voluminous recorded discourses 
against perceived social ills. The result—an 
eloquent and educated, if not tactful, blend 
of the two Mormon figures. 

The book is divided into four topical 

_ sections, each of which receives the tag- 
team tirade-the environment, politics, 
education, and leadership. 

Critics who find that Nibley’s strict 
reliance on ancient lore, scriptures, and 
statements by modern Church leaders 
produces views which are “dated” or “not 
feasible,” will find more of the same in this 
volume’s discussions on the environment 
and politics. Nibley argues for peace. He 
argues against greed. 

In treating the environment, Nibley 
draws upon Brigham Young to condemn 
man’s bad-faith towards God-a relation 
which subsequently sets man against all of 
nature. He argues that “Man’s dominion is 
a call to service, not a license to extermi- 
nate” (18). 

Man’s lust to exploit the land often 
results in exploitation of other people, as 
well. As an example, Nibley recalls Emest 
Wilkinson’s involvement in land “deals” 


_ with the Ute Indians. Lawyers who Closed © 


~ deals with the Indians received a ten 
percent commission. “The Utes did not 
_ want the money-they wanted the land, and 
_ they still say so. But Ernest L. Wilkinson 
was able to make a settlement for $30 
- million, collected his ten percent, and came 
to Provo trailing clouds of glory and 
talking loudly of Manifest Destiny” (89). 
The section on politics continues the 
_ thread of human exploitation, this time in 
~ terms of patriotism and war. Nibley argues 
that patriotism is rooted in trust: “It is all 
very well to be a trusting soul who believes 
_ in the integrity of others, but isn’t that both 
foolish and dangerous in the real world, 
_ human nature being what it is? You never 
know what some people may be up to; is it 


_ safe to leave people alone and unsupervised 


in their kitchens? How do you know they 
are not busy making bombs? Answer: You 
don’t. You simply have to trust them—a 
risky proposition, but worth the price” 
— (258). 
) His position on war is equally blunt and 
_ “impractical”: “If we persist in reversing 
_ the words of the Savior, Who takes up the 
sword shall die by the sword (cf. Revela- 
~ tion 13:10), to read, perversely, Who does 
~ not take up the sword shall perish by the 
sword, we shal: deserve what happens to 
__us. This is not a protest, just a timely 
__ reminder, that we may remember when it 
_ happens that we have been warned and 
forewarned” (269). 
- In the section on education, Nibley 
__berates stilted “professionalism,” 
academia’s resistance to all change, the 
7 provincial worship of fashions, and (of 
_ course) kitsch. Following a quotation by 
Brigham Young, counseling the Saints to 
avoid mindlessly following the gentile 
_ customs and fashions, Nibley extends the 
criticism tellingly: “Nothing could be more 


present-day practice of combining the 
splendor of the gospel with the lowest 
fashionable idiom of the day, the kitsch of 
the Broadway stage, as a means of selling 
inferior compositions in the Church 
market. The facile, sentimental Broadway 
melody tolerable in its place is set to 
equally mawkish words and exalted to the 
realm of high art simply by assigning it the 
subject of the First Vision or the Temple. 
This is definitely hitting below the belt. It 
is like trying to raise the standard and 
status of a school simply by giving it the 
cheap and easy title of ‘the Lord’s Univer- 
sity.” Indeed, when that expression was 
first used about 1950, some of the General 
Authorities found it foolish and offensive— 
clearly a case of claiming the prize before 
one has earned it” (370). 

Only Nibley could say, in a prayer at 
commencement exercises, “We have met 
here today clothed in the black robes of a 
false priesthood...” (491). This serves as a 
transition from his papers on education to 
those on leadership. The thesis of most of 
the papers lies in contrasting true leader- 
ship with the “managerial mind-set.” 
“Leaders are movers and shakers, original, 
inventive, unpredictable, imaginative, full 
of surprises that discomfit the enemy in 
war and the main office in peace. For the 
managers are safe, conservative, predict- 
able, conforming organization men and 
team players, dedicated to the establish- 
ment” (496). Our culture produces manag- 
ers wholesale. The gospel is reduced to 
economic terms. Such a gospel, according 
to Nibley, is not the gospel, and has no 
saving power. 

Though the collection may not be 
consistent in topic or tone, it is anything 
but boring. Those who enjoy Nibley’s 
gospel commentaries (e.g., Approaching 
Zion and the closing chapters of Since 
Cumorah) will find this volume quite 
worthwhile. However, those who read 
Nibley exclusively for apologia may find 
this book less fulfilling. 


The Search for Harmony: Essays on 
Science and Mormonism. Gene A. 
Sessions and Craig J. Oberg, eds. 319 
pages. Signature Books, 1993. 


Reviewep BY J. Scott Craic 


Of the numerous essay compilations 
published by Signature in the last several 
years, this is perhaps the most important 
and yet disappointing. 

Why important? Because it deals with 
two dominant American views: the 
religious and the scientific. Both views 
tend to be propagandistic—political—in 
nature, often inspiring vituperative rhetori- 
cal exchanges between scientists, theolo- 
gians, and philosophers. This same 
vehemence (realized in the political use of 
resources, language, and people) extends 
quite beyond typical ‘academic’ circles; it 
appears outside abortion clinic doors, 
before urban school-boards, and in count- 
less editorials. The relationship between 
science and religion continues to matter to, 
and elicit reactions from, nearly everyone, 
not excepting members of the Mormon 
community. For this reason, a collection of 
essays on “science and Mormonism” 
demands attention. 

Why, then, is the volume disappointing? 
For a number of reasons. First, the book 
focuses, in all respects, too narrowly. As to 
content, twelve of the sixteen pieces in the 
work deal almost exclusively with organic 
evolution (or political imbroglios spurred 
on by Darwin’s controversial theory). 
Though contesting accounts of human 
origins have often played center stage in 


ie “science v. religion” discussion, thus 
meriting careful treatment, other issues also 
require consideration. The strange implica- 
tions of quantum theory, relativity, and 
incompleteness theorems for formal 
languages, while kindling considerable 
dispute and exploration in professional 
haunts, are noticably absent in this book’s 
articles. By excessive reliance on the rather 
limited body of previously published pieces 
(ten articles are revisions or reprints from 
Dialogue: A Journal of Mormon Thought), 
the editors have drawn the boundaries of 
discussion so straitly that the book seems 
dated within months of its release. 

Beyond the book’s lacunae within the 
natural sciences, the social sciences— 
political, sociological, economic, psycho- 
logical, etc._never enter the discussion. 
Though biology is mentioned (predictably 
in the context of evolution), the book fails 
to treat medicine (which, though frequently 
referred to as an “art,” would be considered 
by most to be a “science”). Surely partici- 
pants in such fields have weighty contribu- 
tions to make in any exploration of 
“science and Mormonism.” 

Despite these imbalances, the book 
bears an even greater flaw: complete 
consonance. The very title of the book—The 
Search for Harmony—would suggest that 
somewhere there is dissonance-a lack of 
harmony or agreement. Not so. Notwith- 
standing the number of articles, all of the 
authors think very highly of science. That 
is to say, none of the authors accuse 
science of the blindness or dogmatism so 
quickly identified in religion (“‘anti- 
intellectualism” seems to be a pet label 
applied to anyone who dares impugn the 
methods, products, or ethos of ‘science’). 
The tacit, though unskillfully concealed, 
assumption of the superiority of scientific 
over religious knowledge pervades every 
essay. Whenever scientific and religious 
claims appear to be contradictory (assum- 
ing one can establish a true contradiction 
when excising propositions from funda- 
mentally different world-views), the 
authors never fail to accept the scientific 
truth, reconciling it with a more ‘correct’ 
religious ‘interpretation.’ One would 
expect to find some argument, some 
reason, for granting such deference to 
science, but none is to be found. It seems 
that any Search for Harmony that might 
have taken place was commenced and 
completed in the process of editorial 
selection. The project of the authors seems 
to consist in a Search for Tyranny—a 
marshalling of rhetoric, devoid of real 
criticism or sincere introspection, in order 
to privelege their position by slandering 
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Tetrograde to this philosophy than the 


relgious alternatives. One would expect 
more, perhaps, from scientists. 

Although the book is narrow in its 
treatment, uniform in its ideology, dated, 
and philosophically naive, it does have 
value as a loose history of the evolution 
debate in the Mormon community. For 
those with interests in this area, the book is 
recommended. However, if the reader is 
interested in a sound, more balanced 
treatment of “science and religion,” he is 
advised to look elsewhere. 


William Law. Lyndon W. Cook. 164 
pages. Grandin Book Company, 1994. 


REVIEWED BY STEPHEN CRIMSON 


his book contains the best collection 
of materials on one of the Mormon 

Church’s most notable apostates: 
Willian Law. Lyndon Cook contributes a 
concise biographical essay, detailing the 
rise and fall of William (and his brother 
Wilson) in the Church. This is followed by 
relevant documents: Law’s Nauvoo 
journal, correspondence, an 1887 interview 
with Wilhelm Wyl, and an appendix 
containing correspondence between Wilson 
Law and Joseph Smith. 

In recent months, the Mormon dynam- 
ics of disaffection and expulsion have 
come more into question. Cook’s book 
allows the reader to watch this process in 
an early nineteenth century scenario (with 
the obvious limitation that this is William 
Law’s perspective—a perspective shaped by 
a willingness to condemn perceived evils in 
the Church’s leadership). At the end of 
1840, Law wrote to Isaac Russell about 
Joseph Smith: “I have carefully watched 
his movements since I have been here, and 
I assure you I have found him honest and 
honourable in all our transactions which 
have been very considerable[.] I believe he 
is an honest upright-man, and.as to his 
follies let who ever is guiltless throw the 
first stone at him, I shant do it” (78). 

Less thian four years later, after being 
released from the First Presidency without 
notification, and after being excommuni- 
cated without his notice, William, with his 
brother Wilson, published the Nauvoo 
Expositor. The press was destroyed, and 
William, fearing for his life, left Nauvoo. 
At this point, he commented in his journal: 
“{Joseph] was unscrupulous; no man’s life 
was safe if he was disposed to hate him. He 
sat the laws of God and men at defiance. 
He was naturally base, brutish and corrupt 
and cruel.... He claimed to be a god, 
whereas he was only a servant of the Devil, 
and as such met his fate. His wife was 
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over top of him three or four times they pull him out from under the car, beat him up, take 


the elders’ stuff back, and send him away. 
Score: Just plain wrong. 


7. “Lamanites!!!”— Book of Mormon armchair geography is a sufficiently disorganized 
field to allow for about 200 missions south of the border to believe that Zerahemla, 
Bountiful, Desolation, and Cumorah are all within their bounds. Add to this the fact that 
about .00001 percent of all church members know enough Hebrew, Arabic, or Egyptian to 
shake a stick at, and we have a whole blessed slew of elders writing home about some 
Indian tribe or other in South or Central America that has been found and which has been 
proven to speak a language “very much like Hebrew. . .” 


Score: 2. 


8. “Fire in the Hole!”— We’ll wrap up this list with a classic, the first mission legend I 
ever heard and possibly the greatest. It’s very simple. Some elders in a laundromat are 
being teased by the other patrons for some of the articles of clothing in their washload. 
Wishing to avoid further awkwardness, explanations, or perhaps to stop the patrons from 
getting into any more “spiritual trouble”, the elders do the only right thing - they leave the 
laundromat. Oh, and also they wipe the dust off their feet and the laundromat blows up. 

Score: 10. Don’t mess with the missionary man. 

If you have other mission legends of note (or, perhaps, “first-person” confirmations of 
such legends), send them to Student Review, PO Box 2217-Provo, 84603 (or drop them 


in the box in Mama’s Café). 
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BY ANSLEY BESHERE 


he debut of The Spinanes occurred at the 1991 

International Pop Underground Convention in 

Olympia. Singing a song called “Jad Fair Drives 
Women Wild,” they drove the crowd wild. Now after three 
years, two singles, and many tours on a shoestring budget, 
they have an album, Manos, on Sub Pop. 

Forged in the explosive mid-Eighties Seattle music 
scene, Sub Pop reached its critical mass with punk metal 
bands such as Mudhoney and Soundgarden. Almost a 
decade later, the label has expanded and is thriving with 
diversity and power as displayed on The Spinanes debut 
album. Based in Portland, it is obvious that this band 
started far enough outside of Seattle to avoid that hard 
Green River sound, but you must remember that Portland 
is just across the border from Washington. 

Lead singer/guitarist Rebecca Gates says, “People see 
that there is a girl playing music, and they think ‘Oh, it’s 
going to be pretty music’...I mean we’re a BAND! We can 


make loud noises.” This band is full of surprises. From 


Manos: HANDS OF FATE 


LEISURE 


Rebecca’s deceptive folk-singer-in-a-thrift-store-dress 
appearance to the enormous sound that these two musi- 
cians pull from their instruments, The Spinanes consis- 
tently amaze. 

The expression “two’s company and three’s a crowd” 
applies aptly to Rebecca and drummer Scott Plouf. The 
Spinanes lack the typically obligatory third musician on 
bass. This has allowed the band to tour in a Geo Prism 
and has created a playful closeness between Rebecca and 
Scott. “The whole point,” Rebecca says, “is so many 
people don’t have fun when they play music with each 
other. And I understand how that happens now, as we get 
a little more involved in the promotional side of it. But 
basically, Scott’s someone I would totally go hang out 
with, I mean we do hang out. I want to play music with 
people. I want to be in a band where if we showed up at 
practice and didn’t feel like practicing, it would be no 
problem for us to go have a picnic together.” Though 
small in number, The Spinanes lack none of the expan- 

") siveness of larger groups, mainly due to 
Rebecca’s guitar skills. A self-taught 
guitarist, she is not bound by customary 
chords and has created her own unpol- 
ished:sound: She drives her guitar through 
ringing melodies and fat, bass-heavy 
plucking patterns. On a drum set bor- 
rowed from Rebecca’s dad, Scott fills in 
the gaps with crisp, intuitive structure and 
rigorous grooves. 

Manos’ first track, “Entire,” with its 
soft, innocent, sunny-day-in-a-hammock 
sounds, shows Rebecca’s contemplative 
side. The reality of her obsessions over 


someone show strongly through her thoughtful, clear 
vocals rather than through feedback and the echoofa 

garage. And just as Rebecca varies the sound of her guitar, 
she also swings vocally from low to high, sounding like: 
two singers harmonizing. The sound may halt quickly and 


surprisingly and then charge ahead unabashedly: Together, 


Scott and Rebecca speak a new insightful musical lan-__, 
guage, building a conversation between voice, guitar, and 
drum. Manos contains a sound so haunting that : you. will 
listen to it over and over in hopes of exorcising some of 
the spirits out of The Spinanes and into yourself. . , 


A CONVERSATION ABOUT FLYFISHING WITH MATT AND STEVE JACKSON 


att is finishing up a one year full-time faculty 
M appointment teaching Advanced Writing. Steve 
is a permanent part-time faculty instructor in: 

Honors and English Advanced Writing. When not grading 
papers or teaching the finer points of writing, both manage 
to spend inordinate amounts of time flyfishing. 

If there was one musician that you could take flyfishing for 
a day, who would it be? 

Steve: Well, I can’t imagine anything more delightful than 
an afternoon on the Provo River with Eddy Vedder of Pearl 
Jam. While talking about the need for a delicate presenta- 
tion of the fly we could also discuss the irony of his 28- 
year-old existential angst with modern society despite the 
fact that his music is worshipped (and purchased) by 
millions of teenagers half his age. 

Matt: Flyfishing with Neil Young would be a very singular 
and memorable occasion. After fishing, sitting around the 
fire, Neil and I would cook up some fiery hot jalapefio- 
turkey chili and listen to him scratch out, just once, the 
words, “My my, hey hey, rock and roll is here to stay. Hey 
hey, my my, rock and roll will never die.” 

Why do you fish, where do you fish, and what do you fish 
for? 

S: All acts of passionate escape are a form of therapy. Not 
necessarily escaping people or problems or responsibili- 
ties—sleep is enough escape for that. My brothers and I 
fish the same places, often together: the Provo, the Green, 
Yellowstone, Silver Creek near Sun Valley, and a lot of 
other places that are too beautiful to mention. I fish to feel. 
M:1 don’t fish just to get away from people; I usually go 
with someone. Although, at times I do go for the specific 
purpose of being alone. I don’t fish because it’s cool, 
although I do derive satisfaction from the identity it gives 
me. I don’t fish for compliments. I don’t fish just to catch 
fish. I don’t eat them, though I love their flavor. I do, 
however, admit to feeling a strange sort of accomplishment 
and success when I do catch fish, ‘There is always competi- 
tion in our society. How many? How big? But mostly I fish 
to collect and to connect myself, to reprioritize my 
thoughts and feelings and to re-member myself to nature, 
people, things, to my wife and to God. 

Is there such a thing as a religion of flyfishing? 

S: In our family there was a clear line drawn between 
religion and flyfishing. And although six days a week 
could be wholly given over to the pursuit of flyfishing, or 
any other kind of fishing or puttering around, Sunday was 
for going to church and Sunday dinner. You -ouldn’t want 
to miss Sunday dinner at the Jackson house, even for good 
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dry flyfishing. The notion of a religion of flyfishing is a 
mixed metaphor. There is, however, certainly a spiritual 
element to flyfishing.. An old Welsh saying. goes, “There i is 
nothing so clean as a fish.” 

M: Perhaps an old Indian could explain it to me—it is still 
getting at an at-one-ment with nature and the soul. 

Is dry fly fishing the superior way to fish? 

S: Well, while Norman Maclean would like us to think that 
all of the disciples of the Sea of Galilee may have been 
flyfishermen, and that John the Beloved was a dry 
flyfisherman, a quick perusal of your LDS Bible Dictio- 
nary sheds some light on this matter: “fishing with a hook 
and line is mentioned (Job 41:1-2; Matt. 17:27); but 
flyfishing was unknown, as none of the fish of Palestine 
would rise to a fly.” So, that kind.of puts a damper on the 
idealistic notion that because the disciples. were out casting 
their Sage fly rods onto the surface of the lake with a.royal 
coachman pattern, we should, too. 

Is fish worship wrong? 

S: If you keep reading in the Bible Dictionary you see that 
idolatry, or fish worship, was forbidden in the Old Testa- 
ment. Christ obviously came to do away with the old law. I 
suppose all flyfishers worship fish in their own instinctual 
way. It’s kind of hard not to admire such beautiful crea- 
tures. 

What difference does ‘catch and release’ make? 

S: I suppose it depends on if you’re the fish or the 
flyfisher. Enlightened flyfishers catch a trout in the corner 
of the mouth or lip with a sharp barbless hook, play the 
trout quickly, land it softly, caress the body of the fish with 
wet hands (to avoid lifting the mucous membrane off the 
outside of the fish, its protective coating), then patiently 
help it to breathe in the water again, and then let it go back 
into the depths to enjoy swimming, spawning, and eating 
the more common entomological morsels without any 
hooks attached. Not all flyfishers practice catch-and- 
release. 

M: Some anglers abhor not actually being able to prove 
they caught a fish. So they often take fish with Medusa- 
like treble hooks that don’t slide easily out of the fish’s 
mouth, capture that fish with a net, gorge it trying to get 
the lure out, and then bash the fish’s head against a rock, or 
any other blunt object, and then (but only because the 
fisherman is breathing—not drowning), allows the fish to 
slowly suffocate while carrying it around in a creel or vest 
until the fish is unloaded into a sink and then into a frying 
pan or freezer. Which would you prefer? 

It seems that flyfishing is done mostly by males. Why don't 
more females flyfish? 


M: Perhaps females just don’t want to be associated with 
the males who do fish. Ihave seen increasing numbers of 
less happy or frustrated than the men that seem to ¢ tovlgre- 
gate around them. In fact, in my experience, I have had ~ 
better luck teaching women how to flyfish than men. Men 
are often too stubborn or proud; they also lack the natural 
rhythm and sense of purpose which is essential to 


flyfishing. Men want a big trout and want itnow. Women 


want to learn, experience, and commune. 

What are your feelings about flyfishing the Provo River? 
M: There are too many damn people fishing on the Provo. 
And if I see one more guy walking down the road holding 
a large brown, I might just run him over. Fortunately, not — 
many people know how to fish the Provo, and don’t catch 
many, they just tramp up and down, taking up space. Of 


’ course, I take up just as much...and I’m not any more 


deserving to be there than the next angler. I think that 
before long, unless something is done (like making the 
stretch of the Provo above the Ohlmstead diversion catch 
and release only), the Provo will only be a place where _ 
hoards of people go, sit in lawn chairs, have weenie roasts, 
and learn how to flyfish for planter rainbows that would 
probably prefer some com or bread. 

S: It’s acold, windy, miserable place and just plain too 
hard to catch trout on a fly there—stay away. 

What do you learn from flyfishing? 

M: (have learned not to cook bacon for breakfast in. the 
bear-inhabited Absarokas. I have learned that the muscles 
and ligaments in your legs get stiff standing in a river in 
the winter, and if you try to move too fast, you will likely 
fall over. I have learned that a fish will usually choose the 
moment you are watching one of your brothers fish to 
strike at your fly. I have learned that barbless hooks are 
easier on the fish and on me and my clothes. I have also 
learmed a great deal about nature: the life cycle of Mayflies 
and other insects, the habits of trout (the prudent predator), 
the interconnectedness and cycles’of animals, = earth, 
plants, weather, people, and God. 

S:1 like what Jim Harrison writes in a poem: “SGmeday. 
standing in a river with a flyrod in my hand, I will have the 
courage to admit my life.” I also believe that learning to 
use the instincts that help us to find beauty while here on 
the earth must please and glorify God. 

Who do you fish with? 

M: \ usually fish with my brothers (there are five of us who 
fish). I also fish with a few friends. Occasionally, I will 
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USCHWITZ BARBER 


A SHORT STORY BY BRIAN EVENSON 


: hen the Auschwitz Barber takes the 

\\ | stand, he answers questions in French, 

German, Spanish. He claims he is no 
barber, but a Bolivian business man, Altmann by 
name. 

“You wrong me,” he whines. 

__ The Defense asks the Auschwitz Barber to lift his 
hands above his head, turn his palms towards the 
- jury. The hands are palsied, constricted, knotted over 
with veins. 
: “Are these,” says the Defense with a flourish, 
“the hands of a barber?” 
2 The spectators applaud the performance. The 
4 Auschwitz Barber acknowledges them with stiff 

_ bows. He mimes holding a pair of shears, opening 
and closing imaginary blades. They applaud louder. 
_ The jury is rushed out. 
Ts it not too late to try the Barber of Auschwitz? 
Should he not be allowed to live in peace, as have 
~ other aging criminals? 

For ordinary crimes that would be true. For 

_crimes of a barberic nature, however, there is no 
_ Statute of limitations. 

The Prosecution flashes pictures on the screen 
showing the Auschwitz Barber consorting with other 
famous barbers. In one, the Auschwitz Barber, the 

- Dachau Barber, the Munich Barber, Klaus Barber, 

_ the Butcher of Lyons. They stand together in a 
~ circle, embracing and smiling, each wielding a large 
_ pair of shears. 
In the slide, the Auschwitz Barber is out of focus. 
Is he the same man as the man in the witness box? 
No, argues the Defense. It is not the same man. 

- At most, it is a mechanical reproduction of a 
younger self of the same man. At least, an image of 
another man. 

You never see anybody in a photograph, the 
Defense argues fervently. All you see are thousands 

_ of dots. Your mind thinks the dots are a dead body. 
Your mind is wrong. If you realize this you can’ 
spend hours staring at the most atrocious photo- 
graphs and remain unscathed. 

The Barber of Auschwitz knows this. As do all 
barbers. 

By the third day, the Auschwitz Barber has begun 
to crack. He feels people staring at him. Everyone 
suspects. But this is a trial. One cannot merely 
suspect: one must be certain. 

In the slide, a woman, naked, slumped in a chair. 
Her head is shaved. Behind her is the young, 
debonaire Barber of Auschwitz, grinning, his razor 
poised. 

It has been 40 years. One can no longer be 
certain. 

In the slide, the Barber of Auschwitz next to a 
building, five stories tall. The building is covered 
with strands of hair, woven into TOpes and stiffened 
with bleach. 

_ The trial is mere ay. 

In the slide, the Barber of Auschwitz, smoking a 
cigarette, holds something blurred in his hand. What 
is it? 


ory 
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THE TRAGICAL History OF THE 


The Prosecution humbly ventures his guess. 

The Judge asks the slide to be removed, its existence 
to be struck from the record. 

“You never heard the Prosecution.” The Judge tells 
the jury. “You never saw that slide. You have no notion 
what that is in that hand.” 

Seven pairs, made of iron, in a black leather pouch. 

“Oh, infamous instruments!” cries the Prosecution. 

The Auschwitz Barber seems interested in the 
shears. His eyes follow the Prosecution, who carries the 
shears around the court. At his side, in the darkness, his 
thumb and forefinger flex together, relax, flex together, 
relax. 

The Prosecution unveils exhibit K, the three razors. 
One is double-handed, curved roughly in the shape of a 
head, though flat on the top. The Prosecution, using a 
latex model, demonstrates the razor’s use. 

“Keep your eyes on the scalp,” says the Prosecution. 

Before the demonstration is over, the J udge clears 
the court. 

Why must the Auschwitz Barber be the scapegoat? 
What of all the other barbers who escaped punishment? 
Was he not also merely following orders? 

The Auschwitz Barber was the worst of all. For him 
it was more than following orders. He snipped for 
pleasure. 

The woman testifies, “It has never grown back 
properly.” 

The Auschwitz Barber sits in his chair, helpless. 

The Prosecution asks her to remove her hat. The 
prosecution asks her to remove her wig. 

“Behold!” he cries. 

The Judge clears the court. 

Enough formality. Guilty. 

ok 

The Barber of Auschwitz lies in his cell, staring at 
the ceiling. In his head, the trial continues. 

He is thinking: They do not make razors like they 
used to. 

The Auschwitz Barber is visited late one evening by 
another barber, disguised as a Red Cross volunteer. 
They exchange a few words, in English. Before he 
leaves, the other barber slips the Auschwitz Barber a 
tiny pair of shears. 

The Auschwitz Barber holds the shears tightly in 
one hand. On his other hand, thumb and forefinger 
come together, come apart, come together. 

Late that night, he begins to cut. He grabs handfuls 
of his hair and cuts it off. He takes the hair to the 
window, throws it out, letting it drop, ager a it 
disperse. 

He cuts off all of his hair. He pushes the clippings 
out the window. He keeps cutting, keeps pushing. In the 
morning the cell is empty. 

In Bolivia, people get haircuts. 

Brian Evenson teaches English and Creative 
Writing at BYU. “The Tragical History of the 
Auschwitz Barber” is from Brian Evenson's second 
collection of short stories, One Thick Black Cord, 
forthcoming from PYX Press at the end of the summer. 
His first collection of stories, Altmann’s Tongue, will 
be available from Knopf in late summer.. 


ANUGRAHO...BLESS YOU 


BY Curis Cox 


ss nugraho (pronounced ah-nu-grah-ho) has recently made its way into local CD stores with its debut 
A album Essence of Gratitude. Jimmy Webb Jr., an accomplished new age sound engineer and guitarist, 
combines his imagination with that of producer and keyboardist, Wayne Musgrave, for this journey 
through a new age dreamscape. Webb has worked frequently with new age pros David Lanz and Paul Speer and 
has absorbed much of their influence into his own style.. 
Essence of Gratitude relaxes with uncomplicated melodies. They float above thin and lightly instrumented 


~ at Sonic Garden, Media Play and A Different Drum. 


~ textures. Webb has an affinity for the pan flute and uses its sound throughout the entire album. This gives the 
songs a light and fluid feeling. On each track, the instrument playing the melody line continually changes, each 
one adding a new variation to the main tune. The songs are held together by a gentle, unhurried mood. In 
addition to the favored pan flute, Webb and Musgrave use a variety of instruments—strings, accoustic and 

_ electric guitar, keyboard, flute, and light percussion. “Mystical Flight,” the best track on the CD, calls to mind 
i glimpses of Celtic folk melodies with its quick-changing moods and minor key. 

If you are looking for a new addition to your new age CD collection, give this album a try. It’s good Sunday 
brunch music, reminiscent of Lanz/Speer and Kitaro albums in its influences. Essence of Gratitude is available 


CONTINUED... 


FLYFISHING CONVERSATIONS 


have the opportunity to fish with my father. And if everything 


comes together and the planets align, and there is not a Perry Mason 


movie on TV, I can get my wife, Tracy, to go with me. I love to 


hear her say, “Those fish don’t want my bug.” 


S; Anybody who understands that there is a fine line between 


insanity and passion. 
How does flyfishing affect what you read and write? 


S: Flyfishing has a fascinating literary history dating back to the 


Medieval period. Of course there’s Izaak Walton, who breathed life 


and soul into the sport with The Compleat Angler, and lovely 
piscatorial poems such as John Donne’s “The Bait,” and Dame 


Juliana Berner who shows remarkable knowledge of the sport in her 


Treatise of Fyshynge Wyth an Angle (1496). 


Besides A River Runs Through It, there are other excellent 
stories with flyfishing in them: The River Why, David James 
Duncan’s account of growing up in an Oregon family where the 


mother bait fishes and the father flyfishes and the younger brother 
doesn’t care about any of it. Roy Middleton’s The Earth is Enough, 
set in the Ozark mountains, is my favorite novel where flyfishing 


figures prominently into the story line. 


I keep a fishing journal, which is the closest I’ll ever come to 
thoughts recollected in tranquillity. It’s fun to note where I’ve been 
with my fishing brothers and friends, the sights we’ve seen, the fish 
we’ve caught, the camping out and storytelling and good humored 


antics shared by those who share the same passions. 
What does your wife think of you flyfishing? 


M: Paradoxically, I think that going on flyfishing trips actually 


strengthens our relationship. As I get lost in a trance while casting 
to a rising trout in the seam of the river’s flow, my mind often turns 
to my relationship with Tracy. It is often in this state, away from 
everyday life, that I can honestly access my relationship with my 
wife. At times this causes me grief, and I have time then to make 


resolutions. At other times I feel great contentment and even 


rapture. 

Will there be flyfishing in heaven? 

M:1 don’t think so, people will know too much. 
S: No, and there won’t be any gambling either. 


What exactly is it that a river runs through, and what does it 


matter? 


M: cannot tell you. Not that I am not willing...I am not able. It is 
all very complex. I could use a lot of metaphors to basically say that 
a river runs through my life. You may laugh at that, but then, I don’t 


-expect you or anyone. else to.understand. It is all very personal. I 


don’t even understand it all myself. But I know that it fills me with 


energy, with grief, with laughter, and with wonder. 


S: Heraclitus said you can never,step into the same river twice, 


which must be why I go so much. All that matters is that you go to 


the river and look at it, wade out in it, establish yourself on the 


rocks, then begin reading the river. Then you’ ll have a much better 


answer than the one I could give you. 
CONTINUED... 


REVIEW 


about as corrupt as he was” (60-1). 


Though Cook’s work is nowhere near exhaustive, it serves as a 
step in the right direction. Rather than being a “biography” per se, 


this book seems to be a time slice, providing just the necessary 
_ details surrounding the disillusionment and excommunication of 


Law. As such, it merits the money and shelf-space. 
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CONTINUED... 


JSB REFLECTIONS 


In his article, Karl Sandberg 
talks about some of the professors 
that have taught in the JSB: “This 
is where Hugh B. Brown had his 
office ... He taught five hundred 
students per quarter, and they 
heard an expansive view of 
Mormonism. The test of religion 
is the abundance of life it pro- 
duces. You don’t have to believe 
anything that isn’t true, he would 
say, and anything that is true is 
part of your religion as soon as 
you reach out and take it. He 
didn’t care so much that ideas 
were orthodox or heterodox as he 
did that people have ideas.” 

Sandberg continues: “The 
Joseph Smith Building was also 
the office of P.A. Christensen, 
venerable chair of the English 
Department. ‘People say that 
students take false doctrines out 
of my classes,” he once told me, 
‘but I’ve been teaching here 
twenty-five years, and I know that 
85% don’t take any doctrine out, 
tme or false.’ [Or one might ask], 
how should one prepare for a 
mission? Again, in the old JSB, 
one might hear Gerrit de Jong tell 
a group of young people that “the 
best way to prepare for a mission 
is to learn how to talk with as 
many different kinds of people as 
possible on their own ground.’ 
The world was a rich and not a 
hostile place.” Sandberg wrote of 
the many other views and 
attitudes of those teaching in the 
JSB, ranging from well- 
intentioned intellectuals to those 
who defined such an individual as 
“someone who has sold the 
Savior down the river.” 

“Yes, it was possible to 
encounter within one building all 
of the disparate forces and cross- 
currents of Mormonism. It made 
for a stimulating environment 
when the stakes were high and the 
tensions real. BYU in the early 
50’s was beset by the tensions 
that always accompany learning 
‘by study and also by faith,” but it 
was confident and outward 
looking,” wrote Sandberg. 

My own experience with the 
JSB began in the Fall of 1990; I 
had come to Provo and decided to 
linger. Like most, I attended 
religion and other general 
education courses in the class- 
rooms of this old building. In this 
first year, I immediately fell in 
love with the JSB. Why? Perhaps 
it was because not much had 
really changed since the early 
50’s; the classrooms were still 
filled with a multitude of ideas 
and tensions, and I grappled with 
the spiritual and intellectual 
concepts that were taught. Or 
perhaps it was because I could 
sense and enjoyed the rich social 
history of the building itself. 

Some of my greatest fascina- 
tions with the old JSB ran along 
the same lines as the courtyard in 
Sankt Pélten. “Whose parents or 
even grandparents could have met 
and fallen in love here?” I asked 
myself. What stories would these 
walls have to tell? 

One of my favorite stories is as 
follows: In 1943, when World 


War II had created a housing 
shortage for US. soldiers-in- 
training, the Provo Third LDS 
Ward Recreation Hall was 
converted into barracks for the 
soldiers, and they were attached to 
the BYU program. In order to aid 
the effort, the JSB cafeteria was 
turned over to these cadets, while 
the civilian students ate elsewhere. 
Karl Miller, the aforementioned 
superintendent, was in charge of 
opening the doors to the rest of the 
building each moming. He 
describes his daily routine: “As I 
opened up the northwest doors of 
the Joseph Smith building and 
came out on the stage of the Smith 
auditorium, the aroma of coffee 
always greeted me. I used to 
chuckle to myself, coffee being 
served in an LDS building, and 
the religious building of the 
University at that.” Of course, it 
was noted, the coffee was served 
to the soldiers. 

Little did I know that the plans 
for the razing of the building had 
been announced a year and a half 
before I’d even considered 
applying to BYU. So it came as a 
shock to me when I returned to 
Provo in 1993 after two years in 
Austria, to find that the old JSB 
was no longer there. Oh, I knew it 
was coming. I had already seen 
the beginnings of construction 


back in Spring two years earlier. 
Yet I was not prepared for the 
change. In its place was this 
newer, modern building. Gone 
were the wooden stage and the 
organ used to accompany 
everything from church choirs to 
silent films. Gone was the 
heaven-reaching auditorium 
ceiling, the heavy doors, and that 
strange woodwork gracing he 
walls. Gone was my favorite 
building on campus. 

The last wall of old Joseph 
Smith building fell on October 
16, 1991, exactly fifty years after 
it had been dedicated. A few days 
before it was torn down, a student 
came in to a faculty office and 
asked about a certain linoleum 
tile in one of the classrooms. 
Since the building was to be 
razed, he wanted to know if he 
could have that tile. His request 
was granted, but certainly not 
without a few looks of puzzle- - 
ment from those in charge. When 
asked why he would want such a 
thing, his reply was simple: 
“That’s where my wife was 
standing when I first met her.” 


The JSB held a way of life and 
the collective experiences of 
BYU students and Mormons in 
general. It held a piece of our 
culture for a third of the entire 
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existence of the LDS church (two- 
thirds if you want to count the age 
of the bricks). In Europe, special 
multi-lingual signs are placed on 
the front of culturally significant 
buildings and churches, so that 
even in times of war, the people 
might be killed but the invading 
armies would have the respect to 
preserve and not destroy the 
building. The old JSB was both a 
culturally significant building and 
a church, deserving of sucha 
sign, yet it was destroyed in 
peace-time by its own people. 
One of the reasons given for 
the construction of a new JSB was 
the old building’s structural 
inconvenience, or the split levels 
and winding corridors. I like to 


- compare this relatively minor 


annoyance to the maze of 
corridors and multi-levels in that 
Sankt Pélten building. The door 
to one apartment (Frau Tomasi’s) 
was even located alongside the 
wall in the middle of a staircase; 
the doorstep was actually three 
different steps, perpendicular to 
the door. But the building hasn’t 
been tom down because of that. 
When asked about this placement 
of rooms and hallways, Professor 
Cowan remarked that although it 
was confusing if you had never 
been in the building before, once 
_ you got used to it there was no 
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problem. “It added to the charac- | 


ter [of the building] because it — 
reminded me of what used to be 
there.” 

Another reason for the 


replacement of the JSB was thatis 


was too old, that the materials 
used in construction were wearing 
down and were structurally 
unsafe. Yet the building had only 


been standing for fifty years. Such _ 


an explanation is a sad commen- 
tary on American society and 


culture as a whole: we don’t build 
‘things to last, whether structurally 


or functionally. Whatever 
happened to the statement from 
President McKay, calling it “a joy 
in architecture, ideal in adaptabil- 


‘ity and utility”? Instead, it seems 


that everything must be new, 
modem, and convenient. Ours is a 
disposable society. Could I even 
argue that ours is also a dispos- 
able culture? I met many Austri- 
ans who told me so. Everything 
we build, it seems, is on an 
unstable and changing foundation. 
The United States is only 220 
years old. The LDS church only 
160. That isn’t much legacy in 


comparison to thousands of years. 


BYU is your campus, your past 
and future history, and your ; 
culture. Would you rather it be 
built on the rock or on the sand? 
Jeremy plans to outlive us all. 
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